CHAPTER XIX

Ohf the little more, and how much it is!

And the little less, and what worlds away !
How a sound shall quicken content to bLs.%
Or a breath suspend the blood's best piay,
And life be a proof of this,

ROBERT

IT was amusing at the dance.

Doreen had come here with Peter. She had been
very quiet during dinner, sitting at the head of thw*
table, exquisitely laid Miss Keale knew how to do
that sort of thine perfectly. She sat there with
the lilies-of-the-valley about her shoulders, and the
full white lace frock spread about her. From his
end of the table Charles was admiring.

She did not know what the evening would
bring* She only hoped that she would l>e fair to
her husband. This was her last night with Peter,
the last time they would meet, perhap*, and she
was afraid for it The whole meeting had been
none of her seeking, it made her afraid. But now
that it had happened, she had got to go through
with it*

Charles did all the talking during dinner, for he
was in a bright mood. He was feeling so much
better. The ankle had recovered iueTf wonder*
fully, in spite of the doctor's gloomy forebodings.
HcVas proud of himself 1 He could hobble now
quite comfortably*

" I shall stay up for you/' he told them*

"There won't be any need, we may fee very
late/' said Peter, and he glanced at Doretn.
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